In most stories, there is usually some form of clever 
foreshadowing involving the weather. This style of writing can easily 
be compared to someone trying to strike up conversation by 
commenting on how lovely/unbearably hot the sun is. With this 
beginning paragraph, I can say that may or may not be the case with 
this specific tale. 


The day was filled with the sounds of rain, a very fortunate thing 
for a skunk that just happened to be on his afternoon walk. 
Kimmerset (or Kim for short) loved the rain on warm days; it felt so 
pleasing on his fur. The annoyance of a matted pelt would only matter 
when it came time to dry off. 


Rain continued to fall, keeping the striped mephitis thoroughly 
drenched for the remainder of his walk. He strayed a little farther 
than his usual route and came upon a very small opening between 
greenery. There wouldn’t have been anything suspicious about this 
particular opening if it wasn’t for a well-formed pathway coinciding 
with a miniature cleared pathway. 


Curiosity filled the skunk as he examined the pathway further. 
What could have possibly formed this little path? It seemed too 
refined to have been formed by the simple wildlife that inhabited the 
area. He had to see where it went, where it might take him. 


The brush was very thick, making it difficult to travel through 
the wet leaves, twigs and still keep an eye on the path. Tree branches 
whipped his muzzle and sprayed water into his eyes. His vision was 
blurred and his tail snagged on numerous branches, but he trekked on 
with intense anticipation of what he might find. 


Further down the path, he noticed what looked to be a small 
drain that was diverting the heavy rainfall. Before he realized there 
was even an end to all the crowded foliage, he found himself out of all 
the confusion of the forest and into a wide open space where there 
seemed to be absolutely no rain. He looked up and saw a canopy that 
protected a large area of the forest from any rain. 


Up ahead he could see small figures. They almost looked like... 
buildings? What would miniature buildings be doing in the middle of 
the forest? He padded over to take a look a closer look and found 
himself very shocked when he found out that he hadn’t been wrong 
about there being miniature buildings. It seemed there was an entire 
town built in the middle of the forest, devoted to intelligent beings no 
taller than his shins. 


He heard a very faint shuffle within the brush, just barely 
noticeable by his ears. Down by his feet, a tiny little fox stood about a 
foot high, clothed with little more than a rag around his waist and a 
pail of water. Kim knelt down so that he could look the little guy in 
the eye. From first impression, the fox seemed to be as scared as he 
was intrigued and surprisingly enough, the fox was the first to talk. 


“E- e- e- excuuuuuse me...” Fear gave the micro such an obvious 
stutter, it was almost hard to understand. “Wh- wh- who might you... 
b- b- b- be?” 


To see such a small person was still a very strange occurrence 
that he had to reach his hand out to in curiosity. His hand recoiled 
when the fox ducked in fear. Kim leaned down onto his elbows, trying 
as best he could to bring them both muzzle to muzzle. “My name’s 
Kimmerset... What’s your name?” 


“Tt- it’s Jason... You’re very b- b- big, s-s- Sir...” The little guy 
was Shaking from head to toe. It was almost cute how timid he 
looked. Kim decided to try one more time to reach a hand out to him, 
trying not to get too close to scare the smaller fur. Although he did 
cower a bit, he didn’t jump back like before. 


A light smirk ran across Kim’s face and he edged his hand 
closer. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you.” Jason began to take 
slow, careful strides towards Kim’s oversized hand. The fur bristled 
up against Kim’s hand when he closed his paw around Jason’s frail 
figure. Kim opened his paw when the tiny fox was at eye-level, 
watching, curious as Jason took a seat on his palm. 


It seemed that Jason was slowly becoming comfortable with the 
skunks massive paw encasing his body. Kim leaned in so that his 
muzzle was within inches Jason’s chest. He let out a huff of air, 
blowing Jason’s fur back, giving him a bit of a chuckle when the fur on 
the fox’s back stood on end. During his amusement, something struck 
him as odd. “Jason, where’s everyone else that lives around here? 
Surely you don’t live here on your own?” 


Jason shook his head, looking Kim in the eyes. “No, everyone’s 
out gathering for supplies... They were supposed to be back by now, 
but it started raining about an hour ago and I haven’t heard from 
anyone since.” 


There was an obvious bit of despair in Jason’s voice. Being the 
helpful and caring person he often was, Kim felt a great deal of 
sympathy for Jason. He stood up and lifted the little fox with him, 


placing him upon his shoulder. “Well let’s go find them then, shall 
we?” 


There was an instant gleam in the fox’s eyes at the mention. 
“Really? You’d help me find everyone?” There was so much gratitude 
in Jason’s voice that even if Kim had suddenly changed his mind, he 
would be incredibly hard-pressed to say no. 


He gave the little guy’s muzzle a firm pet with his finger. “Of 
course I will, Little Guy.” Kim felt compelled to lean in and nuzzle the 
fox’s chest while sneaking in a small lick. Licking the fox left an 
unforgettable taste in his muzzle. He licked his lips a few times 
before shaking off the pleasant taste. “L- Let’s go find your friends...” 


The rain hadn’t let up since Kim had found the tiny village and 
considering the size of the people he was looking for, it didn’t seem 
like they were going to be finding anyone anytime soon. As luck had 
it, Kim had only been searching for ten minutes before hearing faint 
cries for help. Jason perked up instantly at the cries of familiar 
voices. “That’s them!” 


Kim found himself at the mercy of numerous hugs and kisses 
from the miniature fox. He couldn’t help but giggle and pick him off 
his shoulder and back into his palm. “Hey now, that tickles!” He gave 
Jason a sloppy wet tongue, covering his entire body with skunk 
slobber. That taste again... That delectable taste... How lovely that 
bristled fur would be on his tongue, wriggling inside his maw... He 
shook the thoughts from his mind and ran to find the lost critters. 


In the distance it looked like he could see all the little furs 
huddled in one big group. He and Jason trotted over to see what had 
them all in such a panic. When they got close enough, Kim could see 
that they had all been stranded by the storm. There were rivers that 
looped around the helpless group. It wasn’t so much of a big deal for 
Kim, but it looked big enough to be very troublesome for the small 
village of people. 


Jason rejoiced again and kissed Kim on the cheek. To return the 
favour, the skunk gave Jason a long lick... Perhaps a bad idea as those 
same thoughts began to flood Kim’s mind again. He could so vividly 
imagine Jason wriggling, pleading inside his maw, begging for his life 
as he disappeared into the depths of his stomach... Something in 
Kim’s mind snapped. All of his restraint was gone and all that was left 
now was a very hungry skunk. 


Eyes glazed over, Kim turned his head to Jason, licking his lips 
and baring his teeth. Jason shrieked and scurried away from Kim’s 
muzzle, but not before he was snatched up and pressed up against the 
skunk’s maw, as he licked eagerly at Jason and tasted his fur and 
flesh. A tight grip was kept around the fox as he struggled against 
Kim’s will. Jason’s voice quivered with fear as he looked up at the 
ravenous face that dared to end his existence. “K- K- Kim, what are 
you doing?” 


A hot breeze washed over Jason, Kim licking his maw, polishing 
his fang-like teeth as though preparing them for the tiny fox. “Well 
you see... I have a dilemma.” He brought Jason up to eye-level before 
snarling his next words. “If they all taste as good as you do, then it 
would be a mighty shame to let it all go to waste...” He gave a sinister 
glance to all the village-folk, smacking his lips at them. 


Jason cried out and tried to fight Kim’s paw. “N- No! I won’t let 
you hurt any of them!” 


Kim couldn’t help but grin and squeeze Jason in his paw. “Too 
bad...” 


Without giving Jason a chance to argue against the skunk, Kim 
stuffed his tiny body inside his hot maw. Muffled shrieks came from 
within his maw as he sloshed Jason around with his tongue, pressing 
him up against the roof of his mouth and back against his throat. A 
delicious taste filled his mouth and it felt so good, so empowering to 
hold the life of the fox in his maw. Onlookers cried in fear, with 
nowhere to go, nothing to do but watch a giant find such pleasure in 
gorging on their tiny race. 


It was irresistible. He had to swallow. he had to feel that 
wriggling in his throat. With one swift gulp, Jason slid helplessly 
down Kim’s throat and plopped into his hungry tummy. All this was 
getting him terribly aroused... The kicking in his stomach, eating live 
meals, it was exhilarating. His pants eventually became too tight for 
comfort and he was forced to remove them, baring his nude self to the 
many spectators of his most recent atrocity. 


He couldn’t be satisfied with just one... He needed more. His 
monstrous paw reached out and grabbed hold of a female bovine. 
With one swift claw, Kim easily removed the girls’ clothes. She had 
the perfect body to use as a sex toy. Perfect, round breasts, a hot and 
swollen sex and a visible, round tummy. It wasn’t hard for him to 
ignore the girls’ cries as he pressed her up against his swollen shaft 
and began to stroke her body along his throbbing member. The 


sensation was incredible. He could still feel Jason moving around in 
his stomach, in combination with the struggling cow girl around his 
shaft, he couldn’t help but wonder how it might feel to have 
struggling victims in other places. 


That would be decided, he figured, with this bovine in his paw. 
He lifted a finger and pressed her head against the head of his shaft, 
using her to spread open the tip of his shaft. Kim was sure to keep a 
tight grip on the female as her muffled cries sounded down his shaft. 
Bit by bit, her body was submerged into his tip at a steady pace. A 
blush rushed across Kim’s cheeks as the wriggling of the cowgirl 
caused him to moan out loud. His crotch was on fire with her 
wriggling down his shaft, it was hard for him to hold it all in. Her 
pudgy body glided down his shaft, now only her feet remaining. With 
a few good strokes, she dropped into his sac as a wriggling mass. 
God... if only he had found out about this sooner. 


All thought soon ceased to exist as Kim was dragged into a state 
of ultimate bliss. One after the other, Kim stuffed them wherever he 
saw fit. He popped a couple into his maw and murred in ecstasy as 
they struggled and tried to fight against the will of his teeth, but they 
were no match for his powerful jaws as he began to chew, silencing 
their cries for good and gulping them down. After a while it seemed 
like Jason had stopped squirming, leaving him feeling desperately 
empty. He had to have that wriggling inside his stomach. 


His paw reached out again and grabbed a handful of five furs, 
bringing them up to his hot, greedy muzzle. They each slid into his 
muzzle, one after the other and were gulped down whole until only 
one was left. He grinned to the ‘lucky’ survivor and squeezed his paw 
around the little guy. “I’ve got a special place for you...” Before 
making his intentions obvious, he grabbed another fur and stuffed him 
into his maw, feeling him squirm relentlessly within his hungry 
muzzle. Kim rolled onto his back and spread his legs, lowering the 
paw that contained the fur down below his waist. Wriggling would 
not save the little guy as his muzzle was pushed up against his rear 
and forced in by a powerful paw. 


Kim’s muscles clenched tight around the fur, pulling him in with 
such force that he quickly disappeared within Kim’s rump. He 
continued to gorge on the village in every possible way he could until 
every last one was tucked away ‘safely’ inside his body. His belly had 
grown a great deal with many squirming furs kicking and wriggling 
within his stomach and his balls ached for release, several furs-worth 
of cum now stored within his sac. He reached two fingers down 
between his rump and started to finger his hole as he stroked himself 


off. Not only did his belly grow with each fur, but so did his cock. It 
was now the size of his forearm and almost took two paws to pleasure. 
Between fingering himself and all the activity in his very full belly, he 
came in a matter of seconds, giving himself a heavy cum-shower, 
coating his silky fur in copious amounts of cum. 


Kim lay underneath the trees, unable to move. The weather had 
let finally let up and he could rest quietly as he digested an entire 
village of micros. And somehow, he knew that if little people like this 
existed, there would have to be more. He would have to find them 
one day... 


